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The Moods of Merrick

.
"The Man Who Understood Women" Shows

i That Author Can Even Burlesque Himself

By Heywood Broun
The quality in the work of Leonard

Jlerrick which puzzles us most is his!
ambidexterity. He writes sentimental
romance with great facility, but he
iiads it just as easy to write burlesques
of «ntiraental romance. Moreover, he
can moralize «>v immoralité as the
spirit moves him. Anybody who reads
"C-onrad in Quest of His Youth" and
then "Tht> Actor Manager" cannot fail
to notice the radical difference in the
point of view of the two books. It
ÇÎWlv seems possible that they could
have been written by the same author.
In "Conrad" Merrick proceeds calmly,
tot none the less gaily and delight-
fully, along the theory that man's busi¬
ness in the world is the pursuit of
pleasure. Indeed, he assumes that
this is so axiomatic that he need not
«ven stop to argue tTie point. "The
Actor Manager," on the contrary, is
filled with conscience and duty and
nianv oth«*r sterner virtues. Inciden-1
tally. "Conrad" is much the better book.
although we are not attempting to
£enerair¿e upon this fact.
.'The Mar Who t'nderstood Women,"

a short story collection published by
button, affords everybody an oppor-
tnnity to see both Merricks in one

volume. Nobody could very well write
a more sentimental tale than "The
Laurels and the Lady." This is a

«story about a '.vornan who imperson-
ates a famous actress in order to play
a trick upon a blind young man who
is stage-struck. Then because she
finds that he cannot possibly bear to
he undecei-, ed. she continues the de¬
ception throughout the life of the
voung ms:a who i; afflicted with tu¬
bérculos.?. The -tory would be pre¬
posterous and utter trash if it were

pot for the amazingly skillful msrtmer

in which Merrick tells it. Then, too,although Merrick's inventive facultyfails now and then, he manages to keephis style free from ups and downs offortune. Nor can we speak very highlyof the..substance of "The Child in theGarden," which ia written around thetheory that a woman,, who says she
never wants to marry is merely a per¬
son who has never felt the graep of
two strong arms about her waist.
On the other hand, consider

"Frankenstein II," which deals with a
young man who writes a play and has
it accepted by a charming youngactress with whom he promptly falls
in love. She manages eventually to
have the play produced, but the play¬wright has drawn the hero of the piece
so cleverly and has endowed his playwith such deft and convincing love
scenes that the actress falls in love
with the leading man and marries him.
This is a plot which is nothing like
so preposterous as the tale told in
"The Laurels and the Lady." It also
lias just as much right to sentimental
appeal, but, as a matter of fact, by a
few deft twists Merrick has made the
story a burlesque, and a very merry
one.

Personally, we like Merrick much
better in bis playful moods than
when he is trying to *.tir the heart. In
fact, in his light comedy there lie a
sentimental appeal and a backgroundof true tenderness which we find en¬
tirely missing in all those stories in
which he attempts to carry the heart
by direct bombardment.
"The Man Who Understood Women"

is a pleasant and skilfully written
volume of short stories, which on the
whole are not very distinguished. In
our opinion, it is by no means as enter¬
taining as "While Paris Laughed."

A Defense of Delayed Books
Publishers Often Confronted With Mechanical
Obstacles in Filling Demand for More Books

Frequently, "or about that time".
as the almanac cautiously deposes.we
lee in the newspapers statements to
the effect that Such-and-Such Motor
Company is engaged, like a kitten chas¬
ing its own tail, in a frenzied effort to
catch up w .ti itself. "'A - motor a

minute"? our in," they tell us earnest¬
ly, "and ever at that rate present or-

ders cannot be filled under six months'
time." Items '.ii<e this we all read com¬

placently, the stockholder seeing swol¬
len dividends, economists a reflection of
brisk trade and hence widespread pros¬
perity, and the ultimate consumer his
own grat::; tig :«t, nortance in getting
fenawalting -. of 'he affluent. Much the
same con«: tions beset the market for
talking n and other grown-up
toy?. Do« ublic grumble? N'ot a

peep. El g laps up "before-the-
war." "on «". :< «unt - of the war" and
"since-t Kcuses and planks
down its money, anxious only to secure
the best position on that cov¬
et'
P .' a itos ai i^roan boxes and sim-

ilai art rtu are riot the onlyCommodities. can't "catch up" with
normal p n. Literature, too, Is
having .- tr« ibles. The greai presses
all over the country are thumping
overtime trying to turn out in objec¬
tive form the great tide of subjective
material that has been dammed and
choked by conditions so "special" ttlfe
f.'orld ha.- never seen their like. Indus¬
trial coruiitions are, to a great extent,
a house of cards -upset one, and the
vhole structure must be readjusted.
The war has drafted and drained hither
and yon, taking now the hsfrdy lum¬
berman who felled the spruce trees for
wood pul] now the box mixer who
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manned and drilled his gang at the
paper mill, here the chemist from the
laboratory where printer's ink is test¬
ed or there the skilled typesetter or

copy reader or bindery foreman.nay,
even the salesman and the stenographer,
all of them items in the process which
puts ideas into concrete, readable form
in the printed book. True,"the war has
not drained us actually as it has
drained European cormtries; true thut
many of our industrial workers are
coming back to their jobs; but never¬
theless there has been a tremendous
shifting and turnover in all forms of
labor, and it hits the maker of books
exactly as it hits the maker of boots.
The publisher cannot, on the manu-
facturing side of his industry, sur¬
mount shortage of raw material?, shift¬
ing of "hands".or, worse than that,
entire lack of hands due to strikes-
incidental troubles and disappoint¬
ments through strikes in shipping
agencies, etc., by any magic more
potent than patience and persistence.
Not only must he meet his practical
difficulties here a little and there a
little, just like any manufacturer, but
beside actual industrial setbacks he
must cope with the very source of his
business, subject to fluctuation in hu¬
man brains and inspiration. Some of tTie
most powerful and sought-for books of
the present and just past day have
been written'in snatches, between bat¬
tles, in convalescent hospitals or re¬
vised and expanded on the author's
homecoming, the latter often delayed
by hi-, extended service. Novelists and
playwrights, essayists and poets, edi¬
tors and biographers have been shifted
an(4 "turned over" in common with
every human being with energy in his
veins and love of country in his heart.
Who can scold if some of these peo¬

ple are a bit behindhand with manu¬
script or shaken out of their pre-war
concentration on given jobs, uncertain
how best to reënter industrial paths?
an the book manufacturer prod them

to meet his hoped-for schedule any
more successfully than the boss of
the Milé-a-Minute-Motor Corporation
speeds up his plant? The motor man

dlj advertises that he is six months
rid time, and every one applauds

<t rushes to place an order. But let
le publisher modestly explain that a

given work is a fortnight overdue in
res or bindery an«! the customer will

lift up his voice in a wail of "mingled
astonishment, anger and despair. Pa-
tience, good people, whose thirst for
literature exceeds the thirst for motion
of automobiiing brethren. Make up
your mind on the attractions of a
wanted book as firmly as on a wanted
car; tell your bookseller your plight,
place your order with him and 999
cases out of 1,000 youTl be reading
that book before you even dream of
seeing your car materialize, even in
this year of unprecedented demand for
books, when not only the usual "best
sellers," but even sober and expensive
volumes like Thayer's "Roosevelt" or

"Dr. Grenfell's Autobiography" have
been on press almost continually since
their publication, and when almost every
new book of importance has gone
through printing after printing. And
remember, it's the publisher's bread
and butter and house rent to provide
you with what you want. Xot from
sulks or haughty« superiority or lazi¬
ness or boneheadednes»; does he some¬

times delay in getting his wares to
market. He wants your custom, and he
wants it bad. Be sure he is doing al!
he can to secure it.

Among Those Present

Fiction
ASHES TO ASHES. By Isabel Ostrander.

Published by Robert M. McBrtde & Co.,
N« ,v York.
A mystery story based upon thfc

efforts of a man who has committed
.murder almost without intention to
escape detection.
RONALD O' THE MOORS. By Gla«lys
Bdson Locke Published by the Four
Sean Company, Boston,
A romance whose scene is laid in the

wilds of Dartmoor at a time when many
men were hiding there, outlawed for
their adherence to the cause of James
Stuart.

Verse
RAPID9 AND STILL WATER. By

Rutgers Remsen Coles. Published by
the Stratford Company, Boston.
A collection of sonnets and narrative

poems, together with a translation of a
(¡reek poem in hexameter.
THE UKART OF A QIRL. By Luclle C.

Enlow, Published by the Stratford
Company, Boston.
A collection of verse, dealing with

the moods and written with the skill of
adolescence.

Drama
THE LAMP OF HEAVEN' Bv Mrs. L.

Worthiest.>n Smith. Published by the
Four Seas Company, Boston.
A one-act Chinese play, suffused with

Oriental atmosphere.
Religion

I BELIEVE IN GOD THE FATHER. By
John Favtlle. Published by the Strat¬
ford Company. Boston.

An attempt to prove that God should
be regarded as a parent, rather than
a» a sovereign or master.

Joan at Halfway
Fine Qualities in
Promising First Novel

JOAN AT HALFWAY By . Orace Me-
Leorl RotfiT». Published by the George
H. Doran Company.
"Joan at Halfway" is a first novel

that bears the mark of a distinguished
story-telling gift. It is difficult to
catalogue its quality. It is soft-
toned and delicate and has a lovely
simplicity. Jt is local and intensely
colloquial, with, however, a dash of
something quaint and bookish. The
very props of melodrama are in the
plot.a gypsy grandmother, a lost will,
a family curse. These are the bookish
parts of the book, beautifully faded
down to blend into the character of
the pastoral Nova'Scotian settlement,!
which Grace McLeod Rogers presentswith such a rare freshness and charm.
The story tells a slow and ramblingtale of a little girl's return to the

kinsfolk who have disowned her run¬
away mother and how by her freshness
and eagerness she cuts through the
tangle of romance and superstitions,the heritage of stiff-necked-pride and
stubborn will which have split the
clan of them into dim, shadowy feuds.
It is a curious background that Mrs.
Rogers gives her story.a life half
manorial, half of the frontier in char¬
acter. The people are vivid with idio¬
syncrasies. Whether they bo lightly
or sharply etched, they are whole and
intensely individual portraits. The
old Squire, with his immense arro¬
gance* and pride; Ph.be, the poor kins¬
woman with a surpassing gift of plain
speech; Pelig, the stable youth, who
is jealous of his rights as a kinsman
.a whole line of people, pungent and
real and yet romantic.move through
the book.
Perhaps the most' extraordinary

thing is the quality of the speech in
which it is rendered.a plain rustic
speech that yet is flavored with the
Old Testament and with Chaucer.
The form of the tale is-loose and

sprawling. This is compensated for
largely by the charm of the pictures
it present?. But when Mrs. Rogers
ha# mastered the economy of her ex-
pression she is likely to give us novels
of a fine, individual qualitv. R. D.
-.-f

Pioneer Days
Lincoln Leading Figure
in Mr. Bacheller's Tale.

A MAX FOR THE AGES. By Irving
RarhclW. Bohbs Merrill Company, In¬
dianapolis.
Abraham Lincoln is the dominating

figure in this story of the thirties and
forties of the last century, when Chi-4
cago was a village of four thousand
inhabitants and Illinois could still be
considered frontier territory. Starting
out with a description of the journey
of the pioneer, Samson Traylor, fron]his native Vermont to the West, the
author introduces Lincoln early in the
course of the narrative. His pictureo? the future Martyr President is skill¬
fully compounded of fact, fiction and
traditional anecdotes that lie some¬
where between the two categories

Mr. Bachelier interprets the charac¬
ter of the young raiisplitter with re¬
markable fidelity and sympathy. He
shows him warm of heart, strong of
body, crude but powerful of mind.
Throughout the story "Abe" is always
quick to resent injustice and to sym¬
pathize with suffering; but his shrewd¬
ness and commonsense save him fs©m
quixotic sentimentalism.
The book has much to recommend it

besides its splendid picture of Lincoln.
The author recreates a vanished era
of American life, the pioneer age, when
strong, adventurous men were cutting
down huge trees and plowing untilled
soil for the first time and laying the
rough foundations for the civilization
that was to follow. The book gives an
excellent description of these pioneers.
uncouth in speech and mam.eis, ami
somewhat too much given to drinking
and lighting, but made of good, stal¬
wart stuff nevertheless. Mr. Bachelier
shows how the feeling against slavery
was gradually rising among thoughtful
men in the North at that time; and
soriie of the most exciting incidents in
the story are based upon the workings
of the "underground railway" which
helped fugitive slaves to escape to
Canada.
The historical implications of the

novel do not make it dry or pedantic;
there is plenty of action in the plot;
and a good love story, with a final
happy climax after several reverses,
adds further interest to the hook. The
author has evidently studied the house¬
keeping arrangements of pioneer days
closely; and he describes several allur¬
ing feasts, in which venison, pheasants
and wild turkeys are important items.

Lincoln is a peculiarly appropriate
figure in Mr. Bacheller's simple pio¬
neer setting. For, aside from the great
gifts of heart and mind that make him
truly "a man for the age»." he was
at once a product and an embodiment
of the best qualities of our pioneer
era, its kindly, practical commonsense,
its capacity for hard work and deep
thinking. In Lincoln the moral ear¬
nestness of the Puritan was tempered
and mellowed by the shrewd, tolerant,
humorous viewpoint of the' expanding
West. His character lends itself easily
to fictional representation; and Mr.
bachelier has succeeded in .writing an
excellent story about the best loved
man in American history.

Stuff o' Dreams
STUFF o' DREAMS, and Other Plays By-

Rex Hunter. T. S. Denlson & Co., Chl-
« «So.
Followed by a shimmyfest, Mr. Hunt¬

er's little excursions in dialogue should
provide material for our amateur barn¬
stormers. The plays are slight, unorig¬
inal trifles, constructed with a vague
feeling for the theatrical, and the audi¬
ence is pretty certain to greet them
with: "Wasn't Dotty cute when Henry
kissed her?" and "Didn't Edgar look
like Jack Barrymore in that funny little
mustache?"
The author seems to have read

Yeats and Lawrence Hope, and possibly
Shakespeare, for his offerings are re¬
splendent in quotations. There are
plenty of opportunities for sister
ËthePs Irish dialect and cousin Emmy-
Lou's gypsy costumes from the league
of nations party; in fact, the young ac¬
tors will find Mr. Hunter's dramlets
altogether satisfying. But a theater
audience will lind "such stuff as
dreams are made on" appropriately
"rounded by a sleep." R. A. S.

»

Tinkle of Old Teacups
Heard in New Book

MID-VICTORIAN MEMORIES. By Ma¬
tilda Betham-Edwards. With a personal
sketch by Mrs. Sarah Grand, The Mac-
nilllan Company, Now York. $ü.
If we can keep the memory of stale

cakes and very good tea in our minds,
as wo read Miss Edwards's book we
are able to enjoy it. The personal
sketch by Mrs. Grand gives a pleasant
flavor to the book as well as a charm¬
ing picture of the authoress. The
atmosphere that the sketch creates
enables us to finish the book with a! little enthusiasm, for while we like
the people that are written about, we
will never be able to appreciate them
as does the writer.
Coventry Patmore, Frederic Harri¬

son and George Lewes will always
interest us, and it is our own mis¬
fortune that we did not know them as
did Miss Edwards. Out of her wealth
of friendliness she has been able to
write personal sketches that will be
a revelation of those personalities

j whom we of a later day are unfortunateI enough to know merely from literary
course« kbA bktoxy* ....__

Ma Barbusse Repeats Himself
Like "Under Fire," "Light" Reveals Author's
War Reactions Clothed in Fictional Form

LIGHT. By H'enrI Barbusse. E. P. Dut-1ton /k Co., Njew Tork.
It ¡h givtn to few men to write morethan one masterpiece. In "Under Fire"1Henri Barbusse wrote an epic of the

trenches that deserves a place amongthe classics of the world's literature byvirtue of its superb realism, its dra¬
matic power, its passionate, throbbinghumanity. "Light" suggests a new edi¬tion of "Under Fire*" more hystericaland melodramatic in some places, heav¬ier and more prosy in others. At itsbest it merely repeats and echoes the
message o,f the earlier work.
The plot of the novel is decidedlythin. A young Frenchman, living a

conventional life in a provincial town,leaves his wife and joins his regimentat the outbreak of hostilities in 1914,He experiences the fatigues and hor¬
rors- of trench warfare; he is woundedin battle and finally invalided home.His suffering changes his outlook onlife; he becomes a hater of kings andpriests iBnd wars and capitalists; herebels against all conventional authori¬
ty; and the latter part of the book isdevoted to his tierce indictments of thesocial order that makes war possible.Here there is nothing new; M. Bar¬busse has said all these things, andsaid them more frankly, speaking inhis own name, in "Under Fire." Andthis fundamental inadequacy of theme,this repetition of the author's own re¬actions to the war through a colories?
mouthpiece, accentuates certain defect.«in M. Barbusse's style which are for¬
gotten in the thrilling, pulsating sweepof "Under Fire." One tires of the con¬tinued grandiloquence, the far-fetched
poetic metaphors, the constantly ex
plosive phraseology. In common wit!
Zola and other extreme realists M
Barbusse cherishes the illusion tha
tragic spiritual effects can be achieve»
by the simple process of piling u]physical horrors of every descriptionHe dwells with morbid emotional in
tensity upon the most, nauseating as
pects of modern war: bodies torn int«
unrecognizable fragments by high ex
plosivv«¿ shells, piles of corpses in th«
last stage« of decomposition, grim row
of .skeletons hanging and rotting 01
wire entanglements.
{somehow these gruesome images fai

to strike the note of deepest pathosThe Hebrew poet who told the simplstory of David's lament for Absalor
possessed a truer instinct for tragedthan M. Barbusse, with all his pageand chapters of unspeakable horrors
Many passages in "Light" suggest th
fallacy of the musical composer wh
attempts to make up in sound and vol
urne what he lacks in harmonic effect.

Barbusse's protest against the ore
vailing systems and ideas is perhap
the more shrill and piercing because h

has only the vaguest conception of the
proper remedies for the evils which hedenounces with such passionate energy.He sees a world reeling to destructionwith sickness and insanity, but he has
no sovereign potion'for its ills. Inthe fundamental spiritual sense of theword, he is an anarchist. Alike in styleand thought he bears considerable re¬semblance to Andreyev, the Russianauthor who in 1906 wanted "to destroyeverything, the old houses, the univer¬sities, science, the old literature, theold art," so that the earth and thoughtmight be freed and a new, great, un¬known world might be opened. Andthis same Andreyev recently died of abroken heart, his last words a fiercedenunciation of the Bolshevism whichhis own writings had certainly donemuch to inspire.It would be a grave injustice to con¬demn "Light" as an absolute failure.Tt has the merit and value that are as¬sociated with every honest piece ofself-revelation. Here, as in "UnderFire," the author pours out an ex¬uberant flood of thoughts, impressionsand fantasies inspired by his close con-tact with death and suffering in the
war. Blended with the noise and furywhich the author employs somewhattoo recklessly there are incidents oí
great and touching beauty. M. Barbusse lays aside partisan bias when h<describes the soldiers with whom hefought in the trenches; the sergeamwho died shouting "I believe onlv irthe glory of France" is depicted a;sympathetically as the convinced antimilitarist who entered the army onl;from a sense of duty and sacrifice.
But M. Barbusse cannot overcome th«

most immutable law of .sthetics.tha
propaganda and literature may not b
reconciled. A man cannot simultane
ously be an artist, a disinterested ob
server and recorder of the tímeles
passion of humanity and an arden'
fanatical advocate of a special an
temporary issue. This law receive
emphatic confirmation from the greabulk of our "war novels" and "wa
poetry."
The novel form is inadmissible fo

a book that is primarily not a study c
human relations, but a plea for pacitisi
and internationalism. Despite Mi
author's efforts to create a vivid an
realistic background he cannot make c
his hero anything more than a la
figure, a passive medium i or the e:
pression of his own ideas. M. Barbuss
may be a great novelist. He is ui
questionably an eloquent exponent <
the radical viewpoint on political ar
economic questions. But he canm
combine these functions at the san
tipie, and "Light" is the expression
his inevitable failure. W. H. C.

The War in Retrospect
Various Phases of World Conflict Described by Colonel
Palmer, Colonel Derby, E. Requin and R. G. Usher

ùl'll GREATEST BATTLE. Bv Frederick
Palmer. Dodd, Mead & Co., .V«-w York.

WADE IN SANITARY. By Richard Derby.
It. P. Putnam's Sons, N'.«\v York.

AMERICA'S RACE TO VICTORY. By E.
Requin. Frederick A. Stokes Company,
New York.

THE STORT OF THE GREAT WAR. By
Roland «¡. 1'slmr. The Ma«:mlllan Com-
jinny, New York.
Mr. Coningsby Dawson recently com¬

plained that publishers are now refus¬
ing to publish books dealing with the
war, regardless of their merit, on the
assumption that the reading public is
sated with works of this type. Mr.
Dawson's complaint is scarcely war¬

ranted in the light of the facts. Wat-
books of all kinds are still appearing
almost as plentiful as in the days when
we read the daily communiques from
the Western front. .More writers are
now considering the war in its Liroad
historical aspects; and there is perhaps
a falling off in the stories of personal
adventure which derived much of their
interest and appeal from tHe actual
presence and reality of the world con¬
flict. But any man who has something
worth, while to tell about the war, and
who knows how to tell it, may be con-
fident of receiving very fair considera¬
tion from publishers and readers alike.

Frederick Palmer may be called the
dean of American war correspondents.
Theodore Roosevelt once said of him
that he had seen more war than any
other living American writer. He de¬
scribed the Russo-Japanese War, the
largest international conflict since 1871,
in "With Kuroki in Manchuria." Since
1914 he has been a close observer of
Allied strategy and has spent much of
his time on the Western front. As a
colonel attached to General Pershing*s
staff he enjoyed ample facilities for
moving about among the various divi¬
sions of the American army and study¬
ing their work both as individual units
and as component parts of a great mili¬
tary machine.
As a result of the author's excep¬

tional qualifications and opportunities
for close observation. "Our Greatest
Battle" stands out as the most ex¬

haustive, thoroughgoing and accurate
account of the Argonne-Meuse offen¬
sive that can be gained anywhere out¬
side of the official military reports.
And Mr. Palmer's work is altogether
free from the technical phraseology
which frightens the average layman
away from these original sources of
military information. It is a strongly
written, vivid and intensely human
account of the experiences of the
American troops from the time they
went over the top on September 26
until the enemy surrendered on No¬
vember 11. The work of the several
divisions is reviewed in «detail; any
one who is interested in the men from
Wisconsin, or from Oregon, or from
New York, can learn just where they
fought and what contribution they
made to the final victory.
By concentrating his attention upon

a single battle the author is able to
cram an immense amount of detail
into his six hundred pages. At the
same time he does not lose sight of
the general characteristics of the cam¬

paign. He points out that the gigantic
offensive was an improvization rather
than a long preconceived plan, that the
original design of husbanding the
American strength for 1919 was only
modified in September, when it became
evident that the German lines were

cracking and that there was an excel-
lent prospect of bringing the war to a

conclusion before winter. Irrespective
of humanitarian considerations, Mr.

Palmer does not believe that the ar-
mistice can be considered a military
misfortune for the American army. At
the time of its conclusion, he says,
only two fresh divisions were left, the
hospitals were full and a pause in the
advance would soon have become in¬
evitable.

In sharp contrast witlr Mr. Palmer's
history, but equally excellent in its
own sphere, is Lieutenant Colonel
Richard Derby's narrative of his ex¬
periences as division surgeon of the
-a Division. Colonel Derby is a son-
in-law of the late Theodore Roosevelt,
and his indefatigable energy, his capac¬
ity for hard work, his contempt for
pacifism and his hatred of the Hun are
quite worthy of his distinguished
father-in-law. Writing without any
striving after literary effect, ho tells
the story of a difficult task efficiently
performed. As might be expected, the
book has a distinctly medical slant.
The author expresses unbounded admi¬
ration for the tremendous advance of
French surgery during the war. This
advance was especially noteworthy in
the field of combating the infection
which used to be a terrible and well-
nigh inevitable accompaniment of cer¬
tain types of serious wounds. Among
the great war surgeons the author men¬
tions Carrel. Dakin, Blake, De Page, Le
Maître and Tissier.
The army doctor has perhaps an un¬

rivaled opportunity to observe human
nature in its noblest aspects. The
soldier under the knife displays a qual¬
ity of heroism yuite as rare and de¬
voted as anything he could show on the
battlefield. And the work of the men
in the medical service themselves offers
countless examples of courage and self-
sacrifice.the man of the ambulance
corps driving over ground harrowed by
shells, the stretcher-bearer going out
to pick up wounded under enemy lire,
the surgeon operating in an advanced
post within range of hostile guns. Many
deeds of heroism are described in Colo¬
nel Derby's book, and the outstanding
achievements of the officers and men
of the medical department of the 2d
Division are briefly but eloquently
summed up in an appendix, which con-
tains a list of the citations given for
distinguished courage.
The organization of the American

war machine is concisely but adequate¬
ly treated in "America's Race to Vic¬
tory." The author, Lieutenant Colonel
E. Requin, was sent over to Washing¬
ton by the French government to offer
the benefit of his expert military coun-
sel; and his book has received the
double sanction of Marshal Foch and
of General Peyton C. March. Colonel
Requin was shocked, as any trained
European observer might well have
been, at our unpreparedness in 1917,
but his criticisms of conditions at that
time only lend emphasis to his expres-
sions of admiration for the people who
could develop an army capable of play-
ing a decisive part in Foch's victory
offensive sixteen months after the out-
break of hostilities. Colonel Requin
points out a number of mistakes in our
scheme of war organization. Most of
them, in his opinion, were due to the
faulty organization of the War De¬
partment, which wa3 incapable of with-
standing the strain of a conflict waged
on a gigantic scale. He also gently
censures the American instinct for ex-

?erímentation, which sometimes caused
ime to bo spent on the perfection of
new inventions when the exigencies of
the moment admitted of little delay.
The praise in the book far outweighs
the blame, however, and the author is
almotA rhapsodic in his enthusiasm
over the floods of troops which America
poured into Europe immediately after
the threat of the German offensive in
March, 1918. Characterized by lucidity
and charm, the work is an excellent
record of our organization for conflict
by an intelligent and sympathetic critic.

Professor Usher's history of the war
falls below the standard of his well
known earlier work, "Pan-Germanism."
The book suggests a series of essays
rather than a carefully worked out and
coherent history. About some of the
chapters there is a tone of haste and
superficiality that can scarcely be par¬
doned even in a work of popular char¬
acter. The author is occasionally inac-f
curate, as when he says thaï "Trotzky
lived a long time in New York, where
he published a Socialist paper." In
general, the chapters on Russia and'
Eastern Europe are least satisfactory,
while the author is perhaps most suc¬
cessful in describing the causes of the
war and the character of modern war¬
fare.
WILLIAM HENRY CHAMBERLIN.

History of France
Nation's Story Told by
William Steams Davis

A TITSTORY OF FRANCE FROM THE
EARIilEST TIMES TO THE TREATY

. <.iF VERSAILLES. By William Steams
Davis, Houg-hton Mifflin Company, New
York and Dostam.

« This work was originally undertaken
by Professor Davis for the instruction
of the American soldiers who were

crossing the Atlantic by hundreds of
thousands to fight on French soil. With
the signing of the armistice this im¬
mediate object passed out of view, the
author expanded the scope of tHe book
and, by an admirable exercise of critical
and selective faculty he has succeeded
in compressing the outstanding facts
of French political history into a read-
able volume of 600 pages.The most, interesting era of French
history, both in the intrinsic .richness
of its events and in its close relation to
modern conditions., begins with the rev-
clution. Hugh Capet and St. Louis are
shadowy figures; there is a touch of
unreality even about that magnificent
despot, Louis XIV. The authentic voice
of present-day France is first heard in
the oratory of Mirabeau and Danton
and the thunder of cannon at Valmy
and Jemmapes.
The numerous upheavals which took

place in France between 1789 ánd 1871,
as Professor Davis describes them,
can be interpreted as landmarks in a
constant struggle between the sans¬
culottes, the proletariat, to use a .more
familiar modern term, and the middle
classes, who gradually succeeded to
power after the downfall of the Bour-
bons and the collapse of Napoleon's
grandiose but shortlived empire. At

I the time of the revolution the prole-
tariat, under the leadership of men
like Robespierre, Marat ami Hebert,
included not only the working classes
of Paris but also the majority of the
peasants, Who suffered under the op-
presfcive land régime of the feudal sys-
tern. Moreover, the extreme revolu¬
tionists were strengtheneU by the in-

! tervention of the foreign powers, which
made patriotism and Jacobinism almost
synonymous and added the stigma of
treachery to royalism and conserva¬
tism.

However, the excesses and the in¬
competence of the Jacobin leaders, the
hideous orgy of senseless bloodshed
that marked the closing weeks of the
Terror and the inability of Robespierre
and his colleagues to work out a prac-
ticable economic program threw France
hack into reaction.first under the cor¬
rupt and blundering Directory, later
under the splendid tyranny of Napo¬
leon. The wholesale transfer of land
from the former feudal owners to the
peasants made the French agricultural
classes a bulwark of law and order in
subsequent disturbances. It was the
peasants who repressed the radicals in
1830 and 1848 and who ruthlessly
crus.hed the communists in 1871. It is
due chiefly to their conservative influ¬
ence that France came through the
fiery ordeal of the war with se little
internal disintegration.
Professor Davis's work is character¬

ized by excellent scholarship, tempered
and mellowed by warm admiration and
profound resnect for the people whose
story he is relating. The author
achieves a happy medium between
prolixity and superficiality, and his
carefully conceived and agreeably writ-
-en book deserves to take rank as the
¡standard single volume history of
[.'ranee in the English language.

Gossip
An English Edition

Arthur Bartlett Maurice's delightful
combination of literary reminiscence
and travel book, "The Paris of the
Novelists," published last month by
Doubleday, Page & Co., is shortly to
be brought out in an English edition.
hapman and Hall have acquired the
ritish rights.

Mr. Simonds Receives Greek Decoration
The King of Greece has dropped a

Christmas gift in the form of a deco¬
ration into the stocking of Frank H.
Simonds, the fourth volume of whose
widely popular "History of the World
War" has recently been issued by Dou¬
bleday, Page & Co. The Cross of Of¬
ficer of the Royal Order of the Re¬
deemer is the "honor conferred upon
Mr. Simonds. Following is the letter
which apprised him of this latest rec¬
ognition of his distinguished service
as war historian and analyst:

"It is a great pleasure for me to in-
form you that His Majesty the King
of Greece has conferred upon you the
Cross of Officer of the Royal Order of
the Redeemer.
"Permit me to say that this decora¬

tion should be considered by you as a
feeble expression of our gratitude for
what you have done for us through
your many valuable articles, and at the
same time for the cause of Greece, for
justice and for humanity.

"I am very glad to be the first to
congratulate you for this well deserved
distinction. Believe me,

"Yours very truly,
, "TSAMAOS,

"Chargé d'Affaires of Greece."

«'Supreme In Contemporary Fiction"
says The New York Times Book Review editorially of

MARE NOSTRUM
By VICENTE BLASCO IBANEZ

"By all means the dominant figure in the fiction field of
1919 . . . a great creative artist.".N. Y. Times.

Author Also of

THE FOUR HORSEMEN OF THE APOCALYPSE
Each $1.90 net.

These book» are now obtainable from your local
bookseller, or may be ordered direct from

E. P. DUTTON & CO., 681 Fifth Ave., New York

About a Column

An Old Theatergo-er Confesses
I have to acknowledge an indebted¬

ness to a recent Tribune for a sudden
a.vakenlng to the fact that I am "an
old theatergoer." So stealthily had the
years taxied by that it had never oc¬
curred to me that I had attained to a

class, had become, so to say, a "pre¬
ferred risk," until I read the comment
of Mr. Broun in his dramatic depart¬
ment (next door to his book depart¬
ment).

It never crossed my mind In these
Inter years that not all the interesting
people who fill the chairs "in front,"
about me, had seen Ada Rehan at her
best, or even the Daly stock, or Roland
Reed, or Sol Smith Russell, or James
A. Herne, or Frank Mayo; have no

memories of when Julius Witmark was
the sweetest ballad singer with Rus¬
sell's Comedians, along with José, the
contra tenor, or Willis Sweatnam, the
old-school "nigger" to the life.
The chance remark carried me back

to that glorious week in lHcii).or was
it '86?.when we two youngsters,
Brainard and I, by promising to keep
an eye on three carloads of sheep,
were allowed to ride to New York on
a livestock train and receive a drover's
pass back. Two nights and a day in
various cabooses of the New York
Central & Hudson River Railroad,
finally grounding at the stockyards.in
what is now a very pleasant section of
upper New York.early on a Sunday
morning. A quick chance, at a barber
shop bathroom, from our drovers'
clothes to our Sunday best, a third-
story room engaged in Twenty-third
Street, at $2.50 for the two of us for
the week (you could shut the door
easily by going in one at a time and
getting out. of the way, on the bed\ a
line breakfast, with steak and coffee
and griddle cake.s and everything, at a
fine restaurant, for 25 cents, and we
opened the week with prayer, so to
say, by hearing Henry Ward Beecher
at his Brooklyn church.
Oh, but it was a wonderful week!

Six forenoons and three afternoons
for general sightseeing, but all of the
rest of the time, for the theaters.
Here's the list: Lawrence Barrett in
"Ernani." Edwin Booth in "Lear."
Henry Dixey in "Adonis," then at the
height of its record-breaking run; Lili
Lehmann singing in the "Queen of
Sheba" at the Metropolitan; Francis
Wilson in "Amorita" at the Casino;
and I remember that a very beautiful
and shapely woman of the name of
Billie Barlow led the chorus; "The
Mikado," with Coutice Pound, the
lovely Geraldine Ulmer and the orig¬
inal English company; "Hazel K:rK.«>"
at the Madison Square; a benefit for
some inditrent stagehands at the Acad¬
emy of Music, which lasted from 1
until 6:30, with slim, agile Nat Good¬
win supplying an act from "Fun in a

Skating Rink," then running; Marshall
Wilder, just becoming successful as a

story-teller; Mrs. D. P. Bmvers and
her company in the scene of the 'meet¬
ing of the two Marys, and so on, and
so on, and more, and more, and more.
A wonderful bargain in theatricals.
And, oh, yes, an afternoon at the Eden
Musée.
Wasn't it a great week? Of course.

I'd been to shows before. Back in
Rochester I had heard Mrs. Scott Sid-
dons read and been present when a
Rochester fireman won undying fame
by standing up for four rounds
against John L. Sullivan. Robson and
Crane as the Two Dromios; Denman
Thompson in "Josh Whitcomb," al¬
ways, to my mind, a more true to life
play than "Ttee Old Homestead," with
Ignacio Martinetti doing that graceful
'dance with Dot.Dot.now, who was it
that made such a hit all over the
country dancing in that show? And
also who was that character actor, so
gifted, who sang "Over the Garden
Wall" in "Baron Rudolph"? And
Muldoon, throwing three wrestlers,
three times each in an hour; and Os¬
car Wilde being presented with a sun¬
flower by the nigger whom the Roches¬
ter University boys had dressed up in
frilled shirt and knickerbockers to
walk down the aisle to the stage.

NEWTON HOOD.

Yes, We'll Inquir«.- At Once
Please, sir: You said, in your review

of "Abraham Lincoln," "moreover, we
found none of the rampant Anglicisms
in the play which we had expected.
They must be few. We noticed none.

'

I read- -I think in the same old Tribune
'last Sunday.as how John Drinkwate r
said that he hadn't tried to make Lin-
coin talk like an American, that he
had written the play as an Englishman.
And why, oh why, don't all English
'.liters do that?
Of course, you don't notice Anglicisms

then.it's only when the dear Englisn
try to draw American characters that
you notice 'em.

I've just finished reading "Sonia."
And oh, dear! First there was the
nice David talking like Stephen Mc-
Kenna's idea of an American. The
first time he opened his mouth he said,
"I reckon," "I guess," and "a bully
time" all in one breath. It prejudiced
m>e against him frightfully at the start.
Then there was Mr. Morris, introduc¬
ing himself with a "Mavbe you're Mr.
George Oakleigh?" saying "gee."
"guess," "folks," "I reckon," "durned,"
"I guess," and so forth, ¡:i his first rive
minutes.

I'm an American -worse than that,
I'm a New Engländer. I say "team"
when I mean "wajon," and have been
known to call a certain flower i

"piney." My mother talks about "ele¬
gant" pies, and complains about
modern apartments, because '-there
isn't room enough to swin«x a cat."
But I think I've managed to write this
letter without guessing or reckoning
a single thing.

After I'd finished "Sonia" I looked
over some American short stories,
written by Americans, for "guesses"
and "reckons" and didn't find them.

So why can't the English writers
either write exclusively about English¬
men or profit by John Drinkwater's ex¬

ample in permitting their Americans
to talk like Englishmen and be con¬
vincing, for once, to their American
readers?

Won't you ask them for me?
PHYLLIS DL'iÎYANNE.

The Outbound Road
Genre Picture of Dutch
Community in Middle West
THE OUTBOI'ND ROAD. By Arnol«

Mulder. Publish«-!! by Houghton Mlt-
flin Company, New Tork and Boston.
It is refreshing to find a story that

proceeds under its own steam as does
"The Outbound Road." by Arnold
Mulder. It derives from no literary
fashion. It copies nothing. It is a
curiou3 section of American life, origi¬
nally seen and set down with sim¬
plicity and humor.
Arnold Mulder has made a genre

picture of one of those quaint foreign
communities that lie in out-of-the-way
pockets of the country like bita broken
off Europe. This little Dutch commu¬
nity, ringed so securely from the
pagan American influence in its own
customs and ideals, is a curiously vivid
and charming bit of our varied Middle
West. It is a picture full of charm.
Old Foppe Spykhoven and Tante
Sarah, his wife, are austerely Calvin-
istic figures, but there is something
warm and alive in their homeliness.
The incorruptibly orthodox elders and
the younger generation which half-
fehrfully has strayed into loose Amer¬
ican ways, the Christian college which
suspiciously prepares them for Amer¬
ican life, the whole life of De Stad,
resolves itself into a thoroughly for¬
eign and yet. typically American com¬

munity. The people of the story are
an old professor, who. fearing to chal¬
lenge the narrow opinion of De Stad.
has lost the woman he loved, a Polish
actress. He brings her son back with
him to the little Dutch community,
and here among these narrow, unim¬
aginative peasants there grows up a
vivid child, a boy with all his mother's
vividness an«! aptitude for life. The
scandal which thrusts h:m out of De
Stad, the vision he follows around the
world, only to find that all the world
is a sublimated De Stad. and his final
realization of himself as a writer of
great gifts, are the mam currents of
a charming story. Mulder has created
his people with imagination -the little
girl Esther, whose ostracism from De
Stad has steeled her for success; the
kindly peddler Klaas Quant, the old
professor, are real an«! moving people.
The first half of the book, which

concerns itself with the growing up
of Teunis, is by far the best part of
the book. The latter half surfers from
the handicap of needing to present a
genius in the making. That is a reef
on which, better men than Mulderhav*
been wrecked. It does not finally suc¬
ceed in being the picture of a genius
.but it dot's succeed in beini? a sin-
cer«> and always interesting anal imagi¬
native story R. D.

Chicago Race Riots
THE CHICAGO RACE RIOTS. By Carl
Sandburg, with an Introductory note by
Walter Lippmann. Published by Har-
lurt, Brace .<.- Howe

Carl Sandburg, practical poet that he
is. would naturally concern himself
not so much with the Chicago race
riots themselves as with the conditions
that produced them, and may produce
them again.
Walter Lippmann has written an in¬

dignant introductory note to tr.is pam-
phlet, in which he denounces our treat¬
ment of the negro as unworthy of a
true democracy He advocates race
parallelism. "The parallel lines." he
explains, "do not join except in infinity,
which is further away than anybody
need worry about just now."

Carl Sandburg, no more than Walter
Lippmann, cares to see the two lines
meet. However. hi3 investigations in
the Black Belt, which he made for "The
Chicago Daily News" three weeks be¬
fore riots broke out, showed him the
necessity for a constructive program
to better conditions. Just as a plan
was being drawn up the riots com¬
menced.
The uprising was due, roughly

speaking, to three causes.bad housingconditions, due to the enormous in¬
crease in colored population; economic
and social inequalities, and an unusual
amount of delinquency. Chicago, be¬
cause of its liberal government, has
attracted a large number of «Jblack
folk. After every lynching in the South
there is an influx of more. In fact,
one enthusiastic friend writes his
friend, and so on, until now the Black
Belt contains more than 125,000 in¬
habitants, and Chicago is the third cityin the number of colored people. The
negroes have been active and public-
spirited, and their own rfcalizati >n of

combined with the mocratk
spirit of war, has mad,;- 'hem feel
thoroughly Americanized, and therefore

e for the rights oi regular Amer¬
ican citizens.
Perhaps, if the negro population had

not more than d since the war
the issu«i might not have come to a
hea«A so soon. But, as the colored peo-ole 'spread and consequently tried to
rent or buy more dwellings, he usingdifficulties arose which embittered
them considerably. Property in negro
districts depreciated in value, but,
nevertheless, the rents went up. The
results are that only a small percentage
own their homes, the rest pay rents
disproportionate to their wages and
the homes themselves are often unsani¬
tary and badly kept up.
Had t ... police been alive to the

"white hoodlums" around the stock-
yards and ¦.. numher of
gamblers and loafers in the Black Belt
the riots i gh1 r ess seri-

\ .¦ .!.¦: ng to Carl Sandburg, "a
i many

'Broki B ¦. tr
Thomas Burke found larter oí
London."
No one can read this graphic and

¦¡¦inclusive report without a desire to
help solve so unique and important a
problem. When will those old spirit¬
uals cease to apply to the modern ne¬
gro? Almost any one of them is as
appropriate now as it was,' in the old
slave days, when Uncle Tom used to go
to church with his family ami sing:

I see, Lord.
Nobody :- 1 ibla I see.

km h th il r see, Lord.
Nobody knows but Jesus

», you pray for me;
Brol hers, m you t >.
I«.- you r me
And help to d Satan an a y ?

V. R.

Leonard Merrick
The Literary Digest says:.There is no one like him for sheer happy story¬
telling without a trace of self-consciousness or artifice. His books are fresh
and sparkling.
Now Ready, Each in Cloth, $1.75, postage extra

Conrad in Quest of His Youth;
The Actor-Manager;
Cynthia;
The Position of Peggy Harper;
While Paris Laughed;
The Man Who Understood Women

and Other Stories
The Nev) York Times says:.More even than the wit and the irony, the
sparkle which is as gay and as French as champagne, the exquisite style and
unfailing deftness of plot, it is his extraordinary ability to make even the least
important of his characters real human beings that renders his stories so veryexceptional.

Novi on sale in all bookstores, or may be ordered direct from
Fifth A
New YorkE. P. DUTTON & COMPANY, 6S1 ! th m,c


